What the F*ck
[Verse]

I woke up this morning

 

[Chorus]

I woke up this morning

I casually glanced at the clock on my phone

I woke up at one thirty-seven in the afternoon

 

[Verse]

Staring at my ceiling in a daze

Thinking

What the fuck?

What the fuck?

What the fuck

For two and a half hours

What the fuck?

What the fuck?

What the fuck

For two and a half hours

What the fuck?

What the fuck?

What the fuck

Oh baby

What the fuck? What the fuck? What the fuck?

What the fuck?

What the- what the fuck?

 

[Chorus]

So I wandered into the kitchen

And then I gazed at the bottle on the counter

And thought

"Do I want a drink?"

And then I said

"Of course I fucking do"

God

I just realized I think I might be in hell

'Cause I feel like I've been wanderin' around here for eternity

Thinking

What the fuck?

What the fuck?

Somebody get me out of this apartment

I can't spend another second here thinking

 

[Bridge]

What the fuck? What the fuck?

What the fuck? What the fuck? What the fuck?

What the fuck? What the fuck? What the fuck?

What the- what the fuck? What the- what the fuck?

This fog of existential dread

So much dread

I think I need a fucking therapist

Therapist

Therapist

[Verse]

Need to take a break

Need to take a breather

'Cause I'm about to fuckin' lose it

Maybe the shit on my list

A planner might help ease the dread

I don't know if it's all them years ignoring my fears

But I don't think I can do it

With all these thoughts trapped in my head

Feels like the walls are caving in

And all I hear is

 

[Chorus]

What the fuck? What the fuck?

What the fuck

What the fuck

What the fuck?

What the fuck? What the fuck?

What the fuck

What the fuck? Just burn it all down

Just burn it all down

Why the fuck did I get up today?

And it starts again

This existential dread

Somebody get me out of my head

[Outro]

Somebody get me out my apartment

Wait

I already


Accept This Option
achtundneunzig
[Chorus]

What

The

Fuck

What the fuck

 

[Verse]

You're a bad muther one way or another

Got a voice that could make the breeze a feather

But you're far too clever game too high an' mighty

What's a slum biscuit like myself to do

 

[Pre-Chorus]

Got the heart or I could say true grit

Love spent you're finding it hard to come by

Yet you're grabbing the thorn by the rose

Na na na na

 

[Chorus]

What the fuck

What the fuck (Na na na)

(Poor man and the preacher)

What the fuck

(Na na na)

What the fuck

 

[Post-Chorus]

Just one man's prediction

Your contradictions burn you down

Sweeter than fiction

The addiction you kick

Will sneak back around

If you come on down

(Na na na na)

 

[Pre-Chorus]

Got the heart or I could say true grit

Love spent you're finding it hard to come by

Yet you're grabbing the thorn by the rose

(Na na na na)


Accept This Option